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Mama Knows best 


Author's Notes: 
Early Josh era with the RHCP (2001/2008), after John left the band and Josh replaced him 


The mention in this story to the memorable first dinner-date-turned-nightmare is a reference to another of 
my John/Josh fics (The spaghetti incident?). Check it out for a good laugh if you enjoy / find this one funny. 
It's kind of the same vibe (and features Josh's mother too!) 


It was almost noon and Josh wasn't expecting anyone. His mother had arrived an hour ago, taking advantage of 
a visit to an old friend of hers who was living in LA. to spend a few hours with her son They were about to 
leave and go out for lunch when Josh heard the front door bell followed by a few knocks. That must have 
been someone he knew well since very few people had the code to open his front gate and walk all the way up 


to the house. 
Josh opened the door and saw John standing in front of him. 


"John?" 


"Hi, babe," John said as he stepped forward and gave Josh a hug. 
The other guitarist had a slight backward movement as John took him in his arms. 
"What?," John asked, surprised about Josh's reaction 

"My mom's here." 

That explained Josh's odd behavior. 

"Cool." 

"You should have called" 

‘| wanted to surprise you." 

"You did," Josh smiled awkwardly. 

| brought you the recordings you wanted to listen to." 

"Thanks... Come in but we were about to leave." 

"It's ok. | can behave for five minutes," John said with a wink. 
Josh raised an eyebrow, as if he doubted that last statement. 


The two men walked inside towards the living room where Josh's mother was looking around at pictures on the 


wall. 

"Mom, it's a friend who was passing by to drop some stuff. You remember John from the band, before me?" 
Josh's mother looked at John with a bright smile. 

‘Of course. Josh has told me a lot about you." 

"Nice to meet you, Mrs. Klinghoffer." 

"Please, call me Kathy. | don't get to know many of Josh's friends so its a pleasure to meet you." 

"Now | can see where Josh get his good looks from.” 


Josh blushed at John's comment and hoped his mother didn't notice. 


"You're probably just saying that to be nice but thank you anyway," Kathy said. 
"l'm serious.” 


"Well. We gotta get going. We're having lunch downtown. So | guess | call you when I've listened to what you 
brought," Josh interjected. "We can catch up and work on those later." 


"Sure. No rush. Ill get a car and be on my way. I'l wait for it outside. 
"Josh, why don't you ask your friend if he wants to join us for lunch?" 

Josh's face turned a few shades paler than usual 

"He's busy, mom 

"Actually, no. Im pretty free today. Would be great" John grinned 

"Perfect," Kathy said looking at her son. "I will use the powder room before we go. I'll be right back" 


Josh looked at his mother leaving the living room and as soon as she was far enough not to hear them, Josh 


turned towards John 
"Why did you say yes?" 

“cause your mom invited me. Its only polite to say yes. Plus lm kinda hungry." 

"Come on." 

"And I'd like to get to know my possible future mother-in-law." 

Josh glared at John. His parents didn’t know he was into men as much as women, and certainly they didn't know 
that besides being friends and having played in the same band, John was a little more than just a friend to 
Josh. 

"| swear, John.. Dont." 

"lI be on my best behavior, | promise," John said. 


"You better be." 


Josh called the restaurant to change his booking for three instead of two. Josh's mom was back a minute later 


and they all left in Josh's car. 


The place Josh had chosen wasn't very crowded. It was already a little past usual lunchtime when they arrived. 
After being seated, the waiter came over and served them water before taking their drink order. 


"A glass of pinot noir," John announced. 

Josh's mother was still looking at the drink menu. 

"I'll have a glass of red wine," she announced. "The cabernet sauvignon" 

"Make it two," Josh added. 

"Sure, can | see your ID, Sir?" 

Josh stared at the waiter. 

"Seriously?" 

‘Its my son, he's 2b, | can confirm you that" 

"It's ok," Josh told his mother as he retrieved his ID from his wallet and gave it to the waiter. 
‘I'm sorry but | have to ask, Sir." 

"But its true he looks so young still," she added. 

"Thank you, Sir," the waiter gave him back his ID and went away to get their drinks. 

"This is ridiculous." 

"You don't have to be upset, sweetie. You just look young, a very handsome young man" 
"Mom, please." 

"She's right about that," John added. 

"| don't look like a teenager anymore. Why did he card me and not you?," Josh complained looking at John 


"You look the same as you did when you left the house at 8, you know. This is why. How old are you, John?" 
Katie asked while turning towards the older guitarist. 


"3b" 
"Oh, my... Time flies. | remember when | was 3b.. It's when you joined your first real band, Josh’ 
"| know" 

"So you had him when you were very young," John commented 


"Yes, | was 19. Oh, that reminds me... | have a picture of you when you were little, at five-year old. | have to 


show this to you and John." 

"No, you don't," Josh said blushing and half mortified already. 

"Yes, you are going to laugh. Your father showed me how to digitalize pictures so now | have some of your old 
photos on my phore. This is so practical everything you can do with technology these days.. So where is this 


picture?" 


And while Kathy was talking and searching for the photo in her iPhone, John was sitting there and grinning at 


Josh while Josh was looking away. 


"Oh, there it is! Look at yourself, Josh.. Aren't you adorable?," Katie swooned while showing the picture to her 
son who turned a bright shade of pink when he saw the photo. 


"Mom! Where did you find that picture?!" 


Josh had expected his mom to have pulled out an old picture of him from kindergarten or first year of grade 


school or something like that but not him naked in their yard. 


| have a few shoe boxes full of those vacations or holidays memories. Look, John," she passed her phone to 


John who couldn't wait to see what his lover and boyfriend looked like 20 years ago. 


"You can see my naked butt on this," Josh hissed at his mom with a low voice to ensure that nobody around 


them could hear him. 
"You were a kid playing in the pool.. Its ok We all have those pictures of us as small kids" 

"Maybe, but we don't show them to anyone. And why did you let me go around naked by the way?" 

"| dontt know, sweetie. | think it was the first day we got you that small swimming pool and you were so 
excited when you saw it that you just took off all your clothes and jumped in it like it was a bathtub. You 


didn't know any better. You were only five." 


"And when you saw me doing that, all you guys thought of doing was to take a picture?" 


And while Josh was pointlessly trying to reason with his mom about his parents' strange lack of concern for 
his potential exhibitionist tendencies as a small child, John was biting his tongue and really trying hard not to 
tell Josh's mother that 20 years later, when Josh was excited, he would still take off all of his clothes, but 
usually that was in order to jump in bed with John. 


Now that John had seen this, though, he would certainly propose to Josh to have a pool party next week-end, 
just the two of them, and see what would happen. 


In all honesty, it was of course not that bad. The picture was showing Josh standing in what looked like a small 
and shallow plastic pool in a yard with many trees around. Five-year old Josh had his back to the camera but 
he was looking over his shoulder with a big smile so you could see his face. The picture was a bit blurry, 
probably from having been digitalized, but there was a resemblance with nowadays Josh for the face, except 
that the kid on the picture looked a little chubby. 

"Looks like he was enjoying his mini swimming pool," John said as he handed the phone back to Kathy. 

"John, could | ask you a favor? Would you mind taking a picture of me and Josh?" 

"Of course." 

Josh was still kinda pouting from the butt naked pool photo and his mom wasn't impressed. 


"Now, come on, smile and make it a nice picture. | have so few of you and me these days." 


Josh took a deep breath and passed his hand over his face before scooting closer to his mom and have his 
picture taken by John. His mom passed a hand in his hair to try to comb it back and look a little less messy. 


"Leave my hair alone..." 
"Josh, you look like you just got out of bed." 


No, he doesn't, John thought to himself. He looks much more disheveled when he gets out of bed, at least 


when I'm in the same bed. 
Josh didn't say anything but looked at John and almost seemed to guess what the older guitarist was thinking. 


While Kathy was finishing to rearrange her son's hair and she had her back to John, John blew a kiss in Josh's 
direction. Josh's face turned beet red and his mouth silently worded what the hell? back at John 


"Did you say something?," Kathy asked. 


"No, | didn't" 


"Your hair has a mind of its own today. Well.. It's already better. At least | want to see your eyes and your 
face on the photo." 


John put his nice guy face on again as Kathy turned back to him and posed with her son for the photo. 
"Nice family portrait," John said after he snapped the picture and gave her the phone back 

Just as that moment, the waiter was back to bring them their drinks. 

"Have you made your choice for lunch already?" 

"No, we haven't. Could you give us a few more minutes?," Kathy said 

The waiter nodded and walked away. 

"Ok, let's look at the menu," Josh said peeking over the menu that her mom was holding 

After a few minutes, they had made their choices and the waiter had taken their order. 

"Now, if | want to send this picture from my phone to your father's email account, | can do that, right?" 
"Yes, sure” 

"Alright but which button do | need to push?" 

"The share button Then you choose how you want to share the picture, email or Instagram or whatever.” 


"The share button." Kathy mused while looking intently at her iPhone screen. "Is the share button called 


something else than share?" 


"It doesn't have a name, mom, it's that icon there," Josh leaned over to see what his mother was doing with 


her phone. "You push on it and it selects the picture already. You just have to choose on what media you 


publish it." 
"Ah, | see.. You know, this is not something | do every day, Josh. So now | push send? But it doesn't send" 


Josh rolled his eyes and sighed. Before he had time to say anything else, he saw John move his chair to the 
side of the table in order to go and sit next to his mother and look at her phone. 


"Do you mind?," John asked. 


"Of course | don't. Thank you, John. | am not that nimble with all this internet on your phone thing, as you can 


see.’ 


"Let me see... So if you want to send it to your husband, you need to put his email address there first, see? 


Then it will let you send it." 


Oh... | understand now, thank you. Huh.. What is your father's email address again, honey? It usually shows up 


automatically when | send a message to him." 
"You don't know dad's email?," Josh asked. 
"You can just type his name, he's probably listed in your contacts and the phone will find him." 


Josh's mother typed the first letters of her husband's name and sure enough his email address popped up as 


a suggestion. 

"See? That must be him, | guess?," John pointed at the phone screen. 

"Yes, perfect. So | just tap on that? ..0k, and that's it? Now | can send the email?" 
"Yes, unless you want to type a message too." 

"Oh, no, that was complicated enough. | think he will see it is a picture of me and Josh." 


Josh finished to gulped down his glass of wine and shook his head as he looked at John and his mom. Josh's 


mother was diligently still following what was happening on her screen phone and John was watching too. 
"It asks me what size the message should be. What should | choose, John?" 

"Just put actual size, it's not that big anyway, and like that the picture will be in higher definition" 
"Yes, alright. Thank you again." 


John moved his chair back to his side of the table, in front of Kathy and Josh, and Kathy finally put her phone 


back into her purse and took a sip of her glass. 
"You see, Josh has no patience with me for these kinds of things. He's just like his father." 
‘| am patient," Josh protested 


"Yes, but only for everything you like. Music and watching endless games of sports on tv. It's ok, sweetie. | find 


ways to teach myself, or | have nice people like your friend John helping me out sometimes.” 


"With pleasure, Kathy." 


"I still would like to object officially at the statement that | am not patient." 


"As | said, you are when you really want to, for instance a few months ago. John, did you know that Josh, who 


really doesn't like to cook anything for himself, decided to prepare a whole dinner for his date?" 

Josh's eyes opened wide at the mention of this and he locked his gaze with John to ensure that his boyfriend 
wouldn't make any comment at their memorable first dinner-date-turned-nightmare due to his complete lack 
of skills in the kitchen. John pretended he didn't see Josh and addressed his mother instead. 

"Really? Josh, | didn't know you could cook" 


"| didn't either," Kathy interjected. "But he called me and asked me tips to cook pasta and shrimps and prepare 


a romantic dinner for two, so | guess she must have been really worth the effort." 
"Yeah, | guess," John nodded. "You never told me about her, Josh. So how did she like the dinner?" 
"Indeed, you never called me back to say how the evening went either," his mother added. 


Josh was now seething with murderous thoughts towards John He wasn't good at cooking but he could still 


find some use for that big kitchen knife... 


"She didn't eat. She was allergic to seafood," Josh replied dryly, his eyes locked on John who was obviously 
having a lot of fun 


"That's too bad," his mother said. 
"| guess it was just a bad omen We're not seeing each other anymore." 
"You'll find the perfect one, don't worry. You're still so young," Kathy told her son. 


"Your mom's right. You'll find someone who appreciates you even if you cannot use a microwave," John said 


innocently. 

"And what about you, John? Are you married or seeing someone?" 

"Don't be so nosy," Josh said. 

"Not married. I'm seeing someone though." 

‘lm sure a fine man like you doesn't have any trouble finding a girlfriend” 


‘Its a boyfriend actually." 


"Oh, | see," Josh's mother said. 


Kathy felt a bit embarrassed now and she was hoping that John wasn't upset she had jumped to the 


conclusion that since he was a man, he must have been dating a woman. She wasn't like that at all. 
"But I've had girlfriends too," John added with a side smile. 


Josh tried to kick John's leg under the table but ended up bumping his foot into the table leg and shaking the 


table unnecessarily, spilling water all over as the glasses were a litle too full. 


"Be careful, Josh," his mother mentioned as she used her napkin to clean up the water spilling damage and 
checking if any spilled over Josh's pants. The guitarist tried to silently shoo away his mother's napkin and 


hands from his lap. 
"IFs ok, it's just water, itll dry by itself” 


John was witnessing the whole thing with a big smile on his face. He definitely was enjoying this impromptu 
lunch invitation and Josh's interactions with his overly caring and attentive mother. He'd have teasing material 


for the next year or so now. 


"So you're still trying to figure out what you prefer in term of romantic partners?," Kathy candidly asked John 
while shaking the wet napkin on the side. 


‘Oh, no. | figured it out a long time ago. | love both," John answered casually. 


"This is so much healthier the way your generation deals with those things," Josh's mother commented. "When 
| was your age, or even younger, it was very much frown upon to experiment in this department, you know? 
You had to go out with boys when you were a girl and you really needed to have a very good girl best friend 
if you wanted to compare and try something else. It was not all that easily acceptable, believe me. Thankfully | 
had a very good best friend, Claire. That's the one | am coming over to visit, actually. We haven't seen each 


other since I0 years, can you believe this?" 


Josh looked at his mom and tried not to faint. Good thing he was sitting. Was his mother actually talking to 
John about her sexperimenting with her girl best friend when she was young? Did any dry mushroom fall 
inadvertently into his forest berries granola breakfast mix leading him to this very bad trip? Could this lunch 


become any more awkward? 
By some divine intervention, Josh was pulled out of his misery when the waiter appeared and brought them a 
basket of bread. Josh's mother picked a slice of bread and started to talk about this new diet she heard of 


and which was about eating no carb every other month only. 


Josh quickly ordered another round of drinks and prayed that the previous discussion subject be forgotten 


completely. 

The rest of the lunch was spent discussing other random and innocent topics. 

When they were done eating, John excused himself and went to the men's room. Josh waited for a minute but 
then couldn't stay in his chair any longer and decided to go after him. He walked into the men's bathroom and 
saw John who was washing his hands. He quickly scanned around to check whether there was anyone else in 
there but the few stalls had their doors open and were empty so it was safe to talk 

"Are you done talking about sex experimentation with my mom?" 

"| was not talking about that. She brought it up," John said. 

"Because you said you loved both." 

"| was making conversation, Josh." 

Josh facepalmed at the answer. 

"I hate you, it's official.” 

"Babe, relax," John said with his softer voice. 

He wrapped his hand around Josh's waist and pulled him close. 


"And stop making all these compliments at her and be so nice. Are you hitting on her or what?" 


"Your mom is a very fine woman and | would not turn her down if | were single and I'd have a shot at her.. 


But she's married to your dad and | have you so it's all | need. Are you seriously jealous?" 

Josh slithered out of John's grasp. 

"Not in public. What if someone sees us?" 

"There's nobody else in this bathroom." 

"Anyway... Just.. Stop being so nice to my mom, ok? On top of that, it makes me look like the bad son" 


"Josh... It's your mom. She's been praising all your life achievements since we finished our entrées. You don't 


have to worry, she doesn't think you're a bad son" 


Josh felt a tad self-conscious suddenly for overreacting and having been actually a little jealous of the 
attention that John had given to his mother during the lunch. It was ridiculous to be jealous, that was true, 


but he couldn't feel otherwise. Now it was too late and John knew how he felt and he didn't like to look stupid 
like that. 


"l'Il get back out there and you'll join us in a minute," John told Josh. 


After they ordered coffee and were finished with their lunch, the three of them headed outside. Josh and his 
mother were waiting for the valet to get Josh's car and John was talking on the phone a little further away 
from them. 

ll take you there, it's no big deal. Where does she live?" 

"Nonsense, Josh, don't worry. | don't want to abuse of your time. | will take a taxi.” 


"Ok, if you insist.. I'll call you one," Josh said as he got his phone out. 


"No, let me do it. | want to try that new service your father told me about. It's called Over... or Oder... or 


something like that." 
"Uber, mom." 
"Yes, that's it. The little black thing.” 


Josh frowned, wondering what his mother was talking about. Then she pointed at the Uber app icon on her 
phone screen, which was black and white. That must be what she calls the little black thing, Josh thought. 


"So... How does this work?" 


Josh took a deep breath and remembered the sending the picture by email moment of earlier on. This time, he 


would be patient and show her better what to do. 
"You have to type the address of where you want to go." 


“Alright... But for that | need to look at the message of Claire. | don't remember her address but she put it in 


her email, | think. Wait a second." 


Kathy gave her phone to her son and then started to look inside her purse. She finally retrieved from one of 
the many inside pockets of her handbag the print-out of her friend's email where she was telling her where 
she lived. At that point, Josh refrained from questioning why she would print an email if she had a phone 
where she could check her emails. 


Kathy typed the address into the Uber app. 


'It shows you there are cars around here, pretty close, to pick you up. Like this one can be here in five 
minutes to drive you to her address and this is the price for the ride." 


"So | know how much it costs already?" 

wea 

"But normally the taxi driver tells you the price when you arrive at your destination," Kathy said 

Josh looked at his mother and tried to say something that wouldn't sound sarcastic. 

"Yes, but with Uber they give you the price before because.. They are better than normal taxi drivers” 
Kathy nodded but still looked a little troubled 


"And is it safe? Since it's not a real taxi company, is it? How do | know the driver will take me to the address | 


gave him?" 

Josh had of course never wondered whether Uber was safe. Were taxis safe? It was the same thing. Why did 
his mother have no issue stepping into a random crappy-looking taxi at the airport but was hesitating at using 
an Uber car? And anyway, when was the last time that anyone had read online that an Uber customer had 
been assaulted by their driver? 


Its super safe, mom. The drivers are getting FBI background checks regularly, to keep their license." 


Josh had no clue how he came up with this line in such a convincing manner but it seemed to have worked 


given his mother's relieved face. 
"I see. It makes sense. Then it really must be safe. That's why everyone is using the service too, | guess." 


“Totally, mom." 


Reassured by her son's comment, Kathy went ahead and booked the ride. Still Josh felt bad to let her go by 
herself to her friend's place since he thought he had behaved a bit like a brat with her during the lunch. 


| can drive you, really, "Josh said, even if her mother's friend was living at the exact opposite of the city and 


it would probably take him three hours back and forth considering the usual horrendous traffic outside and 


downtown LA. "John can take a cab home." 
"No, sweetie, its fine. Besides, | think you should go back with John" 


"Back where?" 


"To your house. | think he likes you." 
Josh turned a bright shade of pink and opened his mouth but no sound came out. 


‘Its too bad, you know? If you were.. How should | say it?.. Attracted to men, like he is, | would say you should 


give him a try because he is a very charming man and you two would do a cute couple," she added. 
Josh blanked out and stood there gaping at his smiling mom. 
"Look, your car is here," Kathy said. "| need to get my luggage from the trunk” 


Josh was still frozen by what his mom had just told him. He didn't see that John had gone to help her get her 


luggage out of his car. 

An instant later, her Uber car had arrived as well. She gave a hug to her son and to John. 
"Take care, sweetie and drive safely home. And John, it was a pleasure to meet you." 
"Likewise." 

| hope to see you again, when | visit my son another time. We should go for lunch again" 
The car left and John could see that Josh was a bit confused. 

"What's up with you?,” John asked. 

"You won't believe what my mom said while we were waiting for the car. 

Ok.. Then let's save time and tell me what she told you." 

"Hl tell you when we're home." 

John looked at Josh strangely but didn't ask anything else. 


Forty-five minutes later, they were back at Josh's house. Once inside, Josh grabbed a bottle of ice tea from 
his fridge and went to sit on his couch. John could see he was still fairly confused. 


"So what did she say that upset you like this?" 


"l'm not upset," Josh said as John sat right next to him. "But she... She basically told me it was a shame | 


wasn't gay because we should give it a try and we'd do a nice couple.” 


John couldn't help the big grin that crept up on his face. 

"Really? And what did you reply?" 

"|. | didn't say anything. | was stunned" 

"Ok, well.. Be a good son, then Next time you see her, say you followed her motherly advice and gave it a try 


with your very willing male best friend," John said as he moved down on the floor in front of Josh and started 
unzipping his pants. 


